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PREFACE. 



The following verses, which appeared originally in 
the Masonic Magazine, are, with the approval of the 
publisher, now reprinted in one little and continu- 
ous poem, as, despite many obvious faults, they 
seem to contain some verities which may perhaps 

■ 

be acceptable to many of our readers, and some 

warnings, and some friendly satire of prevailing 

follies and weaknesses, which, while in a genial 

spirit, they serve as a reproof to what is mean, 

ridiculous, or base, may also imperfectly tend to give 

"consistency to virtue," and add "certainty to 

truth." 

MENTOR. 



THE NEW MORALITY, 1874. 



Though Time's great glittering stream has hurried on, 

And many startling hours are past and gone, 

Since in another age, an abler pen 

Essayed to teach and warn his fellow men ; 

Tho' seasons many and tho' changes great 

Have served to modify our social state, 

It yet may be, that in this restless age, 

In vivid colours and in friendly page, 

Some Mentor still may seek in solemn strain 

The thoughts of mortals to recall again 

To ancient wisdom's unpolluted store, 

To true philosophy's ennobling lore, 

And to the glad truths of a better day, 

To turn in loving trust and faith away 

From all the follies which enchain us now, 

From broken promise and forgotten vow, 

From idle luxury's unshamed disgrace, 

From that all hopeless, that all heedless race, 

In which the giddy throng so hotly run, 

To fail before their noontide course is done. 

And if, alas ! to-day the pensive muse 

With keen regrets, may but too surely choose 

To think of other times and brighter hours, 

More tranquil memories and more chasten d pow'rs, 

Unchilled by time, to bask in summer ray, 

Or linger 'mid the flowery bloom of May, 

Oh, who can blame her 1 surely it is given 

To man on earth, though far from Heaven riven, 

And tho' surrounded by these scenes of time, 

To dwell 'mid higher joys and hopes sublime, 
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To throw around this state of toil and strife, 
The brightening prospect of a higher life 

In the same way, when now in accents bold 
Advice is tendered, or the truth is told, 
Oh, let not these life's denizens to-day, 
From friendly warning turn in haste away, 
Simply because they think they know full well, 
All that the moralist or sage can tell, 
And long have left their antiquated page, 
For all the wisdom of this wiser age. 
O may these words all lovingly unfold, 
Truth's better message, yet for young and old, 
May some brave heart, some tender, gentle miud 
Both food for thought and e'en for fancy find, 
And learn in all the wisdom of her light, 
To scorn the base, and to uphold the right, 
When thus in feebler words and humbler lay, 
Your poet seeks that Truth to tell to-day. 
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Yet where begin ? how rash, how hard the task, 
To seek with sternness to remove the mask, 
Which grovelling interest or which lucre base, 
Has thrown to-day o'er ancient friendship's face, 
So that those features once so bright and fair, 
Alas ! no more their loving impress bear, 
Which once could charm, could soften, could beguile, 
Life's darker cares, with soft affection's smile. 
Or how recall what changes life can make ? 
Diverging views the links of love can break ? 
How those who've once stood dear friends side by side, 
And sought to breast together the stormy tide 
Of earthly trouble, of trials great and sore, 
Part often here and part to meet no more ? 
Or how proclaim this life is " all a cheat T 
Its boasted pomp, or rage, a dread deceit 1 
That 'mid its hours of plenty, gifts of ease, 
Those hopes which lure us, and those joys which 
please, 



Upon them all delusion's gloomy shade 
Still throws its spell, on all man's heart has made 
Of trust and peace, for all this side the grave 
We are forbid to keep and impotent to save. 
Surely some hearts can still be touch'd ! Of yore 
They meekly listened to that tender lore, 
Which told of human wrong and love divine, 
Of earthly frailty and of grace benign, 
Which served to throw around a sacred spell 
On scenes and hours they all once loved so well, 
And as their steps mov'd onwards day by day, 
Seemed like a guardian friend to guide their way. 
How peaceful then were all their happy years, 
How lew were all their doubts and all their fears, 
Their sleep was innocence, their life was peace, 
And joys and years seemed only to increase ; 
Their's was the heart without a thought of guile, 
Their's was the merry laugh, the gladdening smile, 
For then they walked as ever in God's sight, 
And their's were tranquil hopes and aspirations bright. 

Is there no Mentor nigh ? no potent word 
Of kindly wisdom which can now be heard 
By those who swelling in tumultuous strife, 
The noisy crowd of this all-hurrying life, 
Go on their way, unheeding without fear, 
Nor ever seek to dream that danger's near ? 
O wondrous love of gold, what power is thine, 
To lure thy voCaries to some guilty shrine ; 
How strange it seems, that none content, remain, 
But risk their life itself in search of gain. 
To them this world is but a fitting scene 
For every gaudy gift, and glittering 3heen 
Of money's golden brightness, for to be sure, 
The greatest curse of earth is to be poor ! 
Hard is, indeed, the task of mine to-day, 
Harder perhaps the truth in truth to say, 
And calmly bold, and yet in utterance clear 
To bring conviction to some listening ear. 
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Yet still the task is mine, still I must try, 

To arrest that seething crowd all hast'ning by, 

And bid them pause, bid them their steps retrace 

And in the brighter hopes and purer grace 

Of wisdom's way— ere yet their sky's o'ercast, 

To find that only course which leads to port at last. 

Of all the saddest sights this world can see, 

Of all the darkest fates that here can be, 

Is that which sheds on early hours bright, 

Folly's dark stain, or sad corruption's blight. 

Which makes some young heart, once so clear and 

calm, 
Which found in life's routine a hope and charm, 
Now turn in callous sneer from duty's claim, 
And barter for a whim an honoured name ! 
Alas ! how many hourly must deplore 
Those genial seasons which return no more, 
And as the visions of the past appear, 
The scenes and friends of many a faded year 
Must sigh to think, as daily cares increase, 
Of childhood's dawn of innocence and peace. 
Alas, for them, who as revolving years 
Add griefs to griefs, and earthly fears to fears, 
Are borne along resistless on the tide, 
With idle comrades revelling at their side, 
Turning this sunny hour, this pleasant scene, 
This ardent youth, their riper years serene, 
Into that dreary dream of doubt and wrong 
Which many will for years and years prolong, 
Until at last, when all's, alas ! too late, 
They oft recall in grief a happier, state, 
And as the charms of evil on them grow, 
Sigh vainly for a better " long ago f 
Many are old time's changes, one by one — 
The scenes have faded, and the sands which run, 
From that great hour-glass of earthly life, 
Bear with them all its joys and all its strife. 
New views, new hopes, new doubts appear to-day ; 
New creeds confront us with that dimmer ray, 



Which in the shifting feelings of the age 

In blest confusion fill each dubious page ! 

And as their novel views and claims prevail 

Alike in mythic lay — as startling tale, 

A New Morality proclaims its laws, % 

Unfurls its standard, and asserts its cause, 

O happier days of good old common sense, 

Of simple truth devoid of vain pretence, 

O peaceful time, when men could still receive 

A better law, and in those Words believe, 

Which in the ages of the mighty past 

Have on our world ennobling sanctions cast, 

Falling in brightening gleams and happy trust, 

Alike on earthly scenes, and graves of human dust. 

And thus it comes to pass that all the while, 

Tho' wise men listen with a mournful smile, 

We hear it often said — all means which tend, 

However bad, to gain a long'd-for end 

Are just and proper, and that for some good 

Evil is justified. Thus understood 

None of the x>lden great, and with a sigh 

The muse remembers better times gone by, 

When neither specious quirk nor gloss debased 

Had from the heavenly law its life erased ; 

But sacred truth, the unfaltering voice of right, 

Unfailing justice, with its solemn might, 

Still swayed us all, in loving faith and trust, 

And men deemed laws were made to make us just ! 

Is that the case to-day ? Ah ! who can say, 

That this delineates our wiser day 1 

Law still abides in this our happy land, 

On vice still censure casts its warning brand, 

But is there not with many ready heed 

To New Morality's all dangerous creed 1 

Which loud affirms that men may now pursue 

What they profess they think it right to do ! 

That some may undertake for other's now 

Illegal service, with a smiling brow, 

And coolly say, when men their wrong proclaim 
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That principals and not agents are to blame ? 
Have we not heard, in words that do belong 
To Sophist school 1 that even contract wrong 
Js justified by subtle pleas which serve to show 
How knaves and rogues can flourish here below 
Yes, still to-day amid the eternal scheme, 
The sage's wonder and the poet's theme, 
The only Basis safe of human laws, 
Of holy enterprise, of righteous cause, 
'Neath which unfaltering justice has unfurl'd 
Its sacred banner in this struggling world, 
There are no bounds to human craft or ill, 
The treacherous enterprise, the tainted will, 
But men will strive enactments to evade, 
And claim a franchise for each sinful trade, 
And many a sinful plan and deed of shame 
Will still from others approving sanction claim. 
I don't deny that in our outward laws, 
A happy censure's cast on vice's cause ; 
That in the Nemesis of all darker wrong, 
Such acts as these are not unpunished long, 
That retribution ever waits on folly here, 
Polluted lives, each act of crime or fear. 
Yes ! sooner or later Justice holds the scales, 
When all of craft or wrong most surely fails ; 
When the grave majesty of offended law, 
In all its stateliness and voice of awe, 
Asserts at last its full and penal pow'r, 
Its calm redress, its oft avenging hour. 
If yet for years crime rears its prosperous head, 
If by its specious wiles the foolish crowd is led 
To fancy that ever here, confounded quite, 
Are lawless acts and all unfailing right, 
O let's feel sure, that, haply, though to-day 
Such hateful deeds prevail, they pass away 
Before the calmer voice of sacred trust, 
Of hallowed duty, of the censor just ! 
For now at last experience speaks full clear, 
Alike to loyal mind and listening ear 
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Its simple certainty, and openly declares 

How ill it ever with a nation fares, 

In which, from any cause, or specious plea, 

Unmoved and careless, hateful wrong we Fee ; 

Or where, by interest led, or fear opprest, 

Injustice lingers unnoticed, unredrest ! 

Not so as yet in this our land so true, 

Where right and loyalty in radiant hue, 

Still bind us all, and mark our onward way, 

And blend all classes in one firm array ; 

Here we can still uphold our public right, 

Nor yield to lawless acts or sinful might ; 

Here we will still true justice aye proclaim, 

And long preserve our law abiding name ! 

Can nought be done to check the lust for gold ? 

Must festive youth keep toiling to grow old ? 

Is there no limit to these sinful schemes 1 

These painted follies and these hateful dreams 1 

Which rule so many now, both young and old, 

And seem as with a net all classes to enfold 1 

Is there no chance to stem that hopeless tide 

Of inane longings and of gilded pride, 

Which, as these words fall from a faltering pen, 

Are marking sadly crowds of thinking men ? 

How idle seems that childish race of ours, 

Of wasted energies, and of wither'd powers, 

With which we seek the " mirage '' gift of gold, 

With which, tho' young, we hasten to grow old ; 

For which we give up all our hopes sublime ; 

For which we waste the golden hours of prime, 

And find, alas ! ere life is half but o'er, 

That we have foundered on a deadly shore ! 

How strange that thus should come on young and old 

This wondrous thirst for pleasure-giving gold ! 

Not that the wealth for which they blindly seek, 

For which they toil and pine each weary week, 

Can give them fuller happiness to-day ; 

Can add one grace or take one care away ! 

Not all the riches of the Orient clime 

Can light one sighing hour of transient time ; 
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But yet in idle phantasy and garish show, 
The love of money ever seems to grow. 
. Yes, those who set their heart on money now, 
Will to that " Baal " all submissive bow, 
Seeking, indeed, no true or useful end, 
But that on. " self " they may have more to spend. 
To them all means are just, all acts are fair, 
For this they all will gladly do or dare ; 
For this th*ey stifle now the " still small voice ;" 
For this they give up many a nobler choice, 
And seeking only how. to gain their aim, 
They reck not even the impartial blame 
Of those just laws, which labour to unite 
Contrasted classes in one rule of right, 
And sternly guard with ever jealous care 
Our social iabric, flourishing and fair. 
Alas, for those who only now contrive 
Unfairly to progress, unrightly strive ; 
And that in this great rapid race of life, 
Amid the jostling crowd's unceasing strife, 
And myriads pressing onwards in the way, 
In this our life's great thoroughfare to-day, 
They too may swell that cry so often heard : 
" O let's be rich, all scruples are absurd ! 
Money we must have — e'en at any cost ; 
Though fame is vanishing, though honour's lost, 
Money is power, money itself is good ! 
Why should we not obtain it if we could ? 
So let us hasten, yes, hasten one and all, 
That Danae's golden shower on us may fall. 
For this we now will all laborious livo ; 
For this we will without one murmur give 
The zealous energy of our anxious heart ; 
For this we seek the ring, the club, the mart ; 
For thi3 we make our life's great aim and end, 
Money — our God, our joy, our pride, our friend !" 
O huge mistake ! yet in this shifty timey 
When trust is wavering, faith appears a crime ; 
When ancient truths and wisdom seem to fade 
We like our thoughts like clothes —all ready made ; 
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We have not time old folios to peruse, 
x We get our principles from the morning news ! 
And thus each passing day but serves to show 
How very little many care to know ; 
And how our youth, as laughing ladies tell, 
Betrays its ignorance of how to spell ! 
Not only this, but some now boldly say, 
** We put morality and fear away. 
These were the teachings of departed schools ; 
Ours are wiser ways and safer rules. 
What matters this 1 What matters that indeed ? 
Why should we still to pedant voice give heed ? 
Life is enjoyment, let us take our fling, 
Our later days will serious feelings bring ; 
But now's the time, the festive hour is here, 
And as youth's season hastes to disappear, 
Let's prove that, free from custom's chilling rule, 
We are apt scholars in enjoyment's school.' 
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How many thus give up the sterner laws 

Of olden days, and, mid the vain applause 

Of silly compeers, think that they can cast 

A freshness on their race by being " fast." 

Yet this great recklessness of a wise control, 

This idle wasting of the hours that roll 

In quick succession by, in folly's train, 

Make us desire those better days again, 

When all that decency and right could teach, 

Could govern equally our ways and speech ; 

When though with weakness, which is mortal ever, 

Ours were feeble strivings, frail endeavour, 

We yet could ever homage humbly pay 

To virtue, nor did we seek with boasts to disobey 

The ancient laws of duty and of right, 

Honour's grave dictates, ever fair and bright. 

But those who live alone for pleasure here, 

Who laugh at scruples, and who banish fear, 

Though sometimes kind to others they may be, 

Are of all selfishness the epitome. 

For them this life is nothing but a game, 
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Which all can share in pretty much the same, 

And so like cheerful actors, o'er and o'er, 

They play as others play'd the comedy before. 

O vain delusion ! in this life of ours, 

With all its radiant hopes and goodly powers, 

How great are all those duties which belong 

To each one of us in that giddy throng, 

Which fills to-day each dusty road of life 

With shouts of anxious care and fevered strife. 

None are exempt from truth's unfailing laws ; 

None can desert unpunished honour's cause ; 

To none is given those right rules to break ; 

To none is given duties to forsake, 

Which still for man, mid trials every hour, 

Bind the still conscience in their golden power, 

And teach, and warn, and govern, and restrain 

Our mortal race under their happier reign, 

Which still can virtue praise and censure vice, 

Which don't confound what's true with what is nice, 

But sternly reprobate, under whatever name, 

Folly's regime, effrontery's brazen claim. 

How sad it is to note, as day by day, 
Some idle fashion starts athwart our way, 
With what ill-omened shouts of rapturous joy 
The giddy world will hail each passing toy ; 
How all that good taste would approve, unfold, 
To guide our social life, restrain and mould, 
How all those sanctions, all those wiser laws 
Which tend to give support to virtue's cause, 
Must now resign their ancient rights and claims, 
For foreign habits and fantastic names, 
Casting upon all our homes, our wants, our ways, 
The grave infection of these feverish days ! 
Too often now, does all that garish show 
Of ostentation's glamour sadly throw 
A spell on all our hearts, on all our plans. 
On every hope that here is hourly man's ; 
A blinding spell ; I say, whose lurid glare 
Can blight too many plants both bright and fair, 
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On which the tC simoom M of short fashion's hour 
Has fallen with its scorching, withering power ! 
Alas, how soon can calculation cast 
Its colder rules o'er memories of the past. 
How sadly does conventionality display 
It's heartless mannerisms in life's crowded way ; 
How fast we learn those lessons which the world 
Has round our hearts all closely, coldly curled ; 
How oft we cease of friendship to pursue, 
That fragrant pathway, pleasant to the view, 
And make the petty maxims of our age, 
The only rule of life'3 departing page, 
Alike the principles of right and wrong, 
Those noisy utterances which so glibly throng 
The book of earth's philosophy e'en now, 
Moulding affection's trust and softest vow, 
Until we feel the question " will it pay ]" 
Is the great question of our restless day, 
And mid sensational scenes of great surprise, 
The one true secret is to advertise ! 
Alas, how greatly interest's dreary rules 
Affect the purlieus of our crowded schools, 
How constant and how general a theme, 
Is this for many a sheltered academe ! 
The links of quiet, humble, homely private life, 
The deafening echoes of our public strife, 
Are each and all, under the potent sway 
Of interest's great " Juggernaut " to-day ! 
How has it cast on all its chilling chain, 
And bound us down so close to earth again, 
That here on lowest level we must stay, 
Nor find glad wings to waft us far away. 
How senseless is that search for futile wealth, 
For which we barter our best hours of health ; 
For which our toils depressing never cease ; 
For which we sacrifice our mental peace, 
And mid the charms of happy social hours, 
Amid the dreams and songs of odorous flowers, 
Of youth, of riper years, we still will slave 
For money, though it leaves us in the grave ! 



16 



But such is our New Morality to-day, 
As years roll on, as old friends pass away, 
That all we value whether new or old 
Is prized by us only as it leads to gold ! 
For we have banished fear, we trust no more, 
We've learnt an easier creed, a cheerier lore, 
And selfishness now dominates all our cares, 
The world has proffer'd us its gaudy wares, 
And like poor greedy fishes we will not wait, 
But swallow hastily each tempting bait ! 
Is this the end of all, can we no more 
Retrace the paths we trod in days of yore ? 
Must all that faith can teach or can unfold, 
Be sacrificed to our burning lust for gold ? 
Can fond affection, friendship all sincere, 
Unwavering trust, deep reverence, holy fear, 
No longer lead us on in peace and truth, 
Gracing the hours of age, the dreams of youth 1 
Oh ! no indeed, let florid pens to-day, 
Write virtue down, drive piety away ; 
Let all that's base in effort or in end 
Find in the foolish an obstreperous friend ; 
Amid the prurient page or vicious creed, 
The paltry sophism or the unlicensed deed, 
Old truth asserts in all her wondrous might, 
What faith reveres, what conscience says is right ! 
Alas ! for all who in our Vanity Fair, 
Mid pleasure's din, or sad delusion's glare, 
Tread the broad way of selfishness or wrong, 
All giddy members of a giddier throng. 
Their's is that fatal course so hotly run, 
Theirs is that sad goal all too swiftly won. 
For them indeed is lost or blighted fame, 
Sorrow's dark shadow, memory's throbbing shame. 
The chain is holding them so close and strong 
Oi inane longings, or of open wrong, 
Or sad indulgence's all iron sway 
Binds down to earth their weak wills day by day. 
Their's are, alas ! too many a doubtful friend, 
Too many a sordid gain, unrighteous end ; 
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Their's are the echoes of the still " small voice ; " 

Their's are the low pursuit, the baneful choice ; 

Their's are those dreams which only end in ill, 

The feverish struggle, the perverted will ; 

Their's an upbraiding retrospect of years, 

Deep-gnawing griefs and never-ceasing fears, 

Until each day indeed for them below, 

Is but an harbinger of impending woe. 

Alas ! they have bartered hope and trust away, 

To gain the joys, the riches of a day ! 

Is there no hope for them ? can nought restore 

To them the happiness of days of yore ? 

Are peace and innocence for ever fled 1 

Is their will powerless 1 is their conscience dead? 

Can nothing change for them this sad, sad scene 1 

Or make them once again what they have been ? 

But must they still to hopelessness a prey 

Wend on complacently their ill-omened way ? 

Oh, surely some safe cure may yet be found 

For all the evils that we see around ; 

Some Panacea with its golden store 

May bid us breathe, and hope and trust once more. 

For though indeed the horizon's dark to-day, 

When all we most revere seems passed away, 

There yet must be some goodness left to fill 

This maddening concourse of tainting ill ; 

And faith and peace, and trust and joy and love, 

Can still as with an influence from above, 

Our sad society all purely leaven, 

Revivify our hopes with gleams of heaven ! 

Come then, Religion, from thy peaceful shade, 

Draw near in loving accents to upbraid ; 

Approach in all th' engaging power of love, 

And shed on earth thy radiance from above ; 

Unfold, in tender voice and mystic lore, 

Those truths we once so happily learnt before. 

And as thy healing words prevail around, 

And kindly echoes swell the gentle sound, 

May all thy sacred, saving influence own, 

And in their hearts thy precepts sage enthrone, 
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As now they see the error of their way, 

And hail in transport thy all brighter day. 

And in thy train let Innocence appear 

A guest long wanted, often sought for here 

In vain. At last may holy truth prevail, 

Nor base chicanery the right assail ; 

May loving trust, may honesty profound 

Light up the ruins on this earthly ground 

Of many a moral building sadly low, 

Where vice and cunning in profusion flow ; 

Where knavish artifice, like rankest weeds, 

Here but too often in this life succeeds, 

And spoils the crop, and most luxuriant grows 

On this great field of life, in flowery rtfws, 

So much so, that to the unskilful eye, 

The tares seem wheat to many a passer by ! 

Alas ! for us in this old land of fame, 

Of glorious memories, of unspotted name, 

Why should we witness with a grovelling day, 

Old truths, old rights, old honour pass away 1 

Why should we in this maddening rage for gold, 

Admire the flaunting new, despise the old? 

Why should we barter of truth and trust the power, 

For the lip service of a faithless hour % 

So then, fair innocence, once more draw near, 

Visit these scenes of wrong, these sights of fear, 

And round thy march may calm Religion throw 

The happiest impulse of her purest glow ! 

Then we shall see, as fraud and* craft depart, 

How true is still the teaching of the heart ; 

How mercifully to man by God are given, 

Amid life's toiling cares some hopes of heaven, 

Some visions of a peaceful hour, thoughts all pure, 

The anxious conscience, the conviction sure, 

Until to us there comes iu startling fear, 

The awful sense of God's dread presence near. 

O blessedness for us, if Innocence at last 

Shall o'er our minds its balmy influence cast ! 

At her approach, in all its dark disguise, 

Cunning departs ; deceit and heartless lies 
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Leave us for aye, and will and conscience free 

From guile at last, O gladdening sight to see, 

Our mortal race, in confidence and trust, 

No longer vanquished by corrupting dust, 

Casts all its shackles hence for evermore, 

For it hath reached at last a sinless shore, 

Where incorruption dwells, where trial's done, 

Man and his Maker are once more ever one. 

O far-off scene of a dear happy time, 

O pleasant prospect in an age of crime ! 

Thou still canst soften and transport to-day 

Our grieving minds to bliss yet far away ; 

Thou still canst offer to faith's ecstatic eye, 

An hour of love, of hope, of peace, of victory ; 

When the great struggle o'er, the lieart at rest, 

God's people find the haven of the blest ! 

Now all is changed, our earth no more is seen 

Of sin and 'shame the ever saddening scene, 

But sacred Law, in all its glorious might, 

Asserts one ceaseless rule of hallowed right. 

No more shall then some dull knave here succeed, 

By hateful fraud, by many a prurient deed, 

To shock the pure, the kind, the good to grieve, 

Around the innocent a web to weave 

Of treachery's lure ; to harass, to debase, 

Some unoffending mortal of our race ; 

Or with a brazen front, corruption's price, 

Bring in a sad regime of lies and vice. 

And then, as we believe, a gentler scene, 

Will soon dispel the WTongs that here have been ; 

When, war : cries hushed, and hostile banners furl'd, 

The peace of heaven falls upon the world, 

And deeds of misery and wasting all are o'er, 

Kevenge and malice are prevalent no more, 

Hatred's forgotten, bitterness unknown, 

And clouds and blinding mists for ever flown, 

A peaceful world, in gentlest array, 

Hails the eternal dawn of an eternal day ! 

But must we wait till then 1 Cannot before 

We stand all loving on yon tranquil shore, 
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This world of ours, amid its scenes of strife, 
Know something here of man's all purer life 1 
O yes, we say, one day — we know not when — 
Fair Innocence shall smile on us again, 
And gentle trust and loving faith appear, 
And sympathy engaging, lowly fear ; 
And then on us shall dawn a radiant day, 
The New Morality has passed away ! 
For man at last is longing all to own 
His brethren's rights, as dear as are his own. 
And so in peaceful guise and graceful mien 
Our world is manifested. No more are seen 
The baser struggles of the fleeting hour ; 
No more the accusing conscience oft must cower, 
Or specious hypocrite, or the faithless friend, 
Those weary heartaches which will never end ; 
But our's are perfect calm and peaceful joy, # 
Love without wavering, trust without alloy ; 
No more of tainted enterprise, of lawless will, 
The deed of treachery, the voice of ill, 
Slander's unheard of, mendacity is o'er, 
The dangerous tongue is still to wound no more, 
Warfare is ended, all angry tumults cease, 
We are now beneath, thank God, the reign of Heavenly 
peace ! 

ISEnvoi. 

May, then, these Hues recall to many still, 

Amid the scenes and words of present ill, 

Amid that sorry lust for sordid gold, 

Mid startling violence, hearts all dead and cold, 

Mid vice bedizened in unsham'd array, 

Which stalks complacent before our eyes to-day, 

Amidst the words and ways of noisy wrong, 

The sophist's paradox, and the syren's song, 

One path alone of virtue and of peace, 

Of trust and tenderness as years increase, 

Can lead us safely o'er the weary road, 

To happier hours, to that blessed abode, 

Where fond hearts meet at last, all safe above, 

When time has ceased to be, and all is endless love ! 



. t » 



* * 



,+r 









V 







• * 



» » 




^-r 



■* •■ 



T*"^ 



»*. 



» •- 



,f 



>* 



v 






1' 




* 



> • 




